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General Editor’s 


What are the latest development and produce of poetry in the world? 
Indeed, this is a pressing question for Chinese poets, since only a few 
of them could directly respond to a poem written in a foreign 
language, and in most cases, they have to read renditions of poems to 
gain some insight. Fortunately, quite a number of poetry periodicals 
run columns to introduce and transmit foreign poems via translations 
of them. However, it remains an arduous and almost impossible 
mission to represent the panoramic view of world poetry with only a 
pitiful few translated versions of the selected poems, some of which 
are not “contemporary” at all. 

On this occasion, I felt compelled to give its due honor to 
Rendition of International Poetry, formerly known as The World 
Poets Quarterly, the only multi-language quarterly of modern poems 
translation in the world. Since its first issue released in 1995, the 
periodical has run over 106 issues in nearly 30 years, introducing 
more than 4,000 poets to the readers and offering 11,000 translated 
versions of poems in 200,000 lines of 20 million words. It was 
through the introduction of Dr. Zhang Zhizhong, I personally came 
to know the executive editor-in-chief Dr. Zhang Zhi and the guiding 
principle for him to initiate this quarterly—“eclectic” for his poetry 
selection, therefore he had rallied around him world class poets, 
translators and professors, including Dr. Yu Haitao, Dr. Choi 
Laisheung and Dr. Rosemary C. Wilkinson as the founding fathers 
for this periodical, and later he invited a galaxy of translators as guest 
editors, including Yang Chenhu (Yang Xu), Dr. Zhang Zhizhong, 
Yang Zongze, Madam Cherry, Yin Xiaoyuan, Haifeng Yan (Brent 
Yan), Dr. Tongtian Jianri, Shi Yonghao, Ma Tingting, Ding Liqun and 


Lin Qiao’er. So far, it has translated and published poem collections 
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by poets from over 30 countries and 400 poem selections in more 
than 20 languages, serving as an intersection for international cultural 
exchange by introducing Chinese poems abroad and poems in other 
languages to the Chinese readers as well. Meanwhile, this periodical 
is a launchpad for some Chinese poets to gain international 
recognition and some have won the national literary awards from 
Greece, Brazil, US, Israel, France, India, Italy, Austria, Lebanon, the 
Republic of North Macedonia, Kosovo, Bengal, India, etc. In poem 
selection, Dr. Zhang insists on publishing the most up-to-date poems 
by both renowned and new poets from a wide range of countries and 
regions and the periodical has been especially appreciated for 
promoting new poets. In poem translation, Dr. Zhang Zhi holds 
quality first principle, and most of the translations are done by 
renowned translators—I myself have often been assigned translation 
tasks directly by him. It is for his constant aspiration for the premium- 
quality poems and translations that this quarterly has developed into 
a unique platform for Chinese poets and translators to gain 
knowledge of the latest poem writing trends in the world and to hone 
their translating skills. 

Serving as one of the guest editors, Prof. Haifeng Yan (pen- 
named Muxi Yan in Chinese Pinyin, English name Brent Yan or 
B.O.Y) was born to a family of a profound literary tradition. For the 
influence of his grandfather, a country teacher, at a fairly early age, 
he was exposed to the backbone of Chinese ancient classics, namely 
“the four books and five classics”, which had kindled his lasting 
interest in poetry and learning as a whole. Years later, this bright pupil 
of a scholarly grandfather grew into an upright, vigorous, and 
prodigiously gifted poet and scholar-it is very rare to have these 
shining qualities to be found collectively in one so young. In his 
postgraduate years for a MA degree, he had been trained by the late 
master translator of Chinese Classics, Prof. Wang Rongpei, with 
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whom, he had done a substantial amount of translation and developed 
a serious attitude towards it. In the DA phase, he had followed his 
famous poet translator supervisor Wang Jianzhao to delve deeper into 
the studies of European-American poetry, and American poetry in 
particular. If love of poetry is his “inner beacon”, he is always 
walking in the beam of it. Besides these scholarly influences, he 
draws heavily on life, both on social and natural levels—on the one 
hand, he has shown much interest in social events and try to approach 
them from different aspects and on the other, love of his people and 
land is born in his vein, nourishing him all the while. Till now, he had 
been engaged in traditional Chinese poetry writing for more than 30 
years, and some of his traditional Chinese poems had been published 
in his poem collection A Page of Rill and Hill. He is also good at 
composing new poems, which are collected in Cruel Moon, and some 
single poem creations and translations are occasionally published in 
Poetry Periodical, Jiangnan Poetry Periodical, etc. Over the past 20 
years, he had published 20 poem collections. In 2021, he planned and 
worked as editor-in-chief for an ambitious book series titled Orient- 
Occident Lit Collection(OQOLC), for which—thanks to his 
charismatic leadership—he had gathered the most talented people in 
this field to publish over 20 books in a variety of languages in a dozen 
countries, exerting quite a positive impact on overseas readers. 

On Rendition of International Poetry, Brent has published his 
poem renditions for ten years. In 2021, he thought it was the right 
time to compile these renditions into distinct poem translation 
collections based on themes or genres. After being authorized by the 
editor-in-chief Zhang Zhi, he invited me to be the editor-in-chief for 
his new poetry collection series, with which I gladly complied. 

The translation series is titled BOY Translation of International 
Poetry Series, which will mainly publish poems and translated 
versions done in the past ten years when the periodical was still titled 
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The World Poets Quarterly. Excluding those published after the 
periodical changed its name, the translated works mount to nearly 10 
thousand lines and 100 thousand words in total, if computed 
according to the general rule, that is, every ten lines in a poem is equal 
to 1,000 words. Taken into consideration the great diversity in length 
and form and shift in languages (from English to Chinese and vise 
versa), it is quite an accomplishment for a young scholar, a virtuoso, 
a professional editor and an outstanding poet-translator. What amazes 
me more is that Brent had all the talent, patience and passion to 
translate each line with great proficiency and accuracy, acquired 
through his poetry writing talent and voluminous translation practice. 

However, it is not easy to sort out and edit these poems and 
renditions into 9 books due to their bulky volume, long span over 
time, and diversity in pattern. Fortunately, Brent could attract a dozen 
more editors to work with him. It is indeed a stellar team of scholars, 
ranging from high school to university teachers, bachelors and 
masters of Arts. With each responsible for a specific theme and 
subject, these people, with a stunning efficiency, helped to edit and 
publish his books within three months. To best embody Brent’s 
creativity in themes and genres choice, a few poems and translations 
are allowed to be anthologized in different books. It is actually quite 
a common practice in poetry collection editing. 

As for the publishing agent—the American Publishing Inc., it is 
quite a success story in its field, an enterprising agency that endeavors 
to emulate the six traditional publishing giants, led by Random House. 
In 30 years of development, it has made a strong return to book 
publishing with more innovative ideas pertain to the modes of 
publication. Therefore, this series is a trend-setting attempt made by 
the editor-translator, an active step forward, echoing Chinese national 
promotion policies, to meet our needs for cultural transmission, to 
demolish the old and build a new Chinese image and to let our true 
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voice be heard. 

To be an editor-in-chief is a huge responsibility, but it is also my 
honor to witness and supervise the publication of such a ground- 
breaking series, which is not only the fruition of a translator’s ten 
years of hard work, but an encapsulation of world poetry innovations 
in ten years. As far as I know, this is the first translation selection of 
a contemporary middle-aged translator, and it best represents the 
author’s great language proficiency and thorough understanding and 
ease in choice of diction in both SL and TL. The series speaks to the 
proverb, “Like a teacher, like a student”, because it is a sort of “the 
laying on of hands” by a series of master translators, from whom 
Brent has gained a keen perception of poetry and translation. For 
example, Dr. Zhang Zhi, with a global view and broad mind, has 
authorized and encouraged him to publish his translation selection, 
after he had provided him an editor’s platform in his periodical. I 
deem it my great honor to present this series to the reader, in the hope 
that all will be delighted to find a poetic mind as they read through 
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Dr. Li Zhengshuan 
at Hailong Garden 
Translated by Wu Chunxiao 
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Faithiul to a Poetic Heart, Connate with a Rendering Mind 


Poem is untranslatable. 

However, poem is always being translated. 

Chinese poems are untranslatable, and can’t be translated by 
Chinese people. However, Chinese people are always doing the 
translation: they not only translate English poems into Chinese, but 
also translate Chinese poems into foreign languages. From the 1980s, 
the number of people engaged in translating Chinese poems into 
English began to increase in China. And it is gaining stronger impetus 
nowadays. 

According to my childhood memories, there were many domestic 
poetry periodicals at that time, mainly engaged in publishing works 
of Chinese poets; later, they would occasionally publish Chinese 
translations of foreign poems. In the last one or two decades, some 
poetry periodicals began to set up the column of “English Translation 
of Chinese Poems”, which indicated that translation direction of 
poems had changed from one-way to two-way: in addition to Chinese 
translation of English poems, there was also English translation of 
Chinese poems. Chinese translation of English poems is the input of 
foreign poems; while English translation of Chinese poems is output 
of Chinese poems. 

There are many unofficial masters, and there are many good poems 
that are deemed unofficial. English translation of Chinese poems, 
namely the project of promoting the go-out of Chinese poems, has 
been undertaken mostly by the unofficial. I remember a poetic 
monograph I read about seventeen or eighteen years ago, a sentence 
of which made me excited: In order to enable Chinese poems to go 
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out, Chinese poets issued a poetry periodical named The Chinese 
Poetry International. 

I felt so excited because The Chinese Poetry International (which 
was then renamed The World Poets Quarterly before Rendition of 
International Poetry) was just one of the poetry periodicals that I 
partook the translation at that time for each issue. Edited by Dr. Zhang 
Zhi, a poet from Chongqing, from 1995, this poetry quarterly in 
multi-languages has survived for 27 years. I remember that in winter 
of 2004, I got in contact with Dr. Zhang Zhi via e-mail, we “fell in 
love” with each other though not meeting in reality, and from then on 
I started my persevering translation of poems for several decades. 
One day, when I called on Mr. Xu Yuanchong in his home, he said to 
me: “You and Dr. Zhang Zhi have made a very good cooperation!” 
Upon his words, I invited him on behalf of the magazine as art 
consultant to the periodical. I also became inseparable from the then 
World Poets Quarterly, nurturing even deeper love toward it. Later, 
in addition to establishing the periodical, Dr. Zhang Zhi also planned 
The Book Series of the World Poets (Bilingual) and Book Series of 
the Empire Poetry, and published many collections of poems in 
multiple languages in The Earth Culture Press, Ohio, USA. Over 27 
years, Rendition of International Poetry has gathered or cultivated a 
batch of poem translators. Dr. Zhang Zhi the editor-in-chief adhere 
strictly to the principle: the translators of poems must be poets. 

Dr. Yan Haifeng(Brent Yan, B.O.Y) is a poet, translator and scholar 
at the same time, and he has been dedicated to Rendition of 
International Poetry for more than a decade. Now, Dr. Yan makes 
summary and sorting of his translated poems published in the 
previous issues of The World Poets Quarterly, shoulders the planning 
and coordinating tasks, and sets up a compiling team of more than 
ten members, to publish them as BOY Translation of International 
Poetry in the form of collection, serving as a subset of a larger literary 
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series i.e. Orient-Occident Lit Collection (OOLC) to which he was 
the general editor, and publish them to the globe via Amazon 
Publishing—I’ m delirious with joy! 

What a coincidence. I have once said to Dr. Zhang Zhi several 
years ago that, our magazine has been existed for many years and has 
published numerous excellent poems from various countries, and it’s 
time to consider publishing select series. Dr. Zhang Zhi agreed gladly, 
but this matter was laid aside due to shortage of funds and other 
obstacles. Now hearing that Dr. Yan is working on this, I feel very 
happy, and although he only selects his own translations, this makes 
a good start indeed. Those who engage in translation have alike mind 
in translation. 

In recent years, when browsing international anthologies of 
poems published by the western world, we can occasionally see 
English translations of Chinese poems, toward which I feel very 
happy. 

Chinese poems are going out. I hope we can— 

always be faithful to a poetic heart. I hope we can 


always be connate with a rendering mind. 


Zhang Zhizhong 
Early in the morning of March 10, 2022 


Songjian Hut, Tianjin 
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RECOMMENDATION 


Translation is the transference of information, viz. a word-for- 
word communication and exchange. While the translation of poems 
is the embrace of a soul and another, after which a new soul is born 
thereupon. Then the new soul starts its own journey, climbing over 
steep slopes and ravines one by one, before arriving at some 
necessary being—the fitting time and location, where it’d sneak 
untraceably into the body of a reader to commence another 
transference like translation. The aforementioned embrace is thus 
reproduced and, in turn, it promotes the inner reforming and 


regrouping of bone and flesh, heart and blood, to forge another soul... 


Wang Jianzhao 
March 18, 2022 


Yuxin Garden, Beijing 
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Beeause 


[USA] Luis Carlos Pereira 


You put up with me 
day and night 

you deserve a day of 
peace of mind 
because Mother’s Day 
is about you! 

When the day is over, 
remember that 

I care for you 

no matter how far I am 
on this day, 

because 

you come first, 

and because 

I love you. 


001 / 


Bis 
[SE] BRANT + RIS MT + Wiley fiz 


ELAR AS FR 

TERT ARAB 
EDA EI— AN 
Pals 

AA BEAR Iki A 
Avg iin vz ! 


KR 
ait 


FEIR—-R 

Ri BEA S Hie 
FRAT RTE AE 

Ay 

fa FE Et FE ie HE BE 
AA 

ERR 


Cie (RA) 58 61 BB) 


Your Birthday 


[USA] Luis Carlos Pereira 


What do you expect 
from your son 

this day of celebration? 
You don’t want a cake. 
Your daughters called 
from long distance. 

I am here, and I give you 
hugs and kisses 

every day... 

Well, mother, Iam a poet 
just like your! 

Shouldn’t this be enough? 
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On the Evening 


[Pakistan] Muhammad Shanazar 


On the brim of drowning day, 

A slight after the sunset, 

Clad in crimson pink bridal dress, 

I see a bride every day exposing 

Her unheeded, enthralling beauties, 
Waiting for her courting partner, 
Propping, fondling in both the hands 

The silky locks of light and darkness, 

And she ever stands for a while between, 
Like a smart streak partitioning boundaries 
Of the shiny silvery day, dark shady night. 
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Bridal-Veil Falls 


[USA] Anne-Marie Legan 


A majestic 

Waterfall’s a bride 

in a lace veil and gown, 
gliding down 

a cavernous cathedral aisle. 
Redbud trees 

along the banks 

her bridesmaids, 

toss hot-pink blossoms 
like confetti 

in her pathway. 
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When I Smell Lilacs 


[USA] Anne-Marie Legan 


She would not be lost 
entirely, 

something of her 

will breathe 

with the lilacs still... 
when they bloom 

on the windy hill. 


Her soul 

can no more be 

separated from life itself... 
than drops of water 

from the massive sea, 

nor clouds of lavender 
from stems of green. 
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Love’s Haven 


[Russia] Adolf P. Shvedchikov 


Oh love, where will you find your haven, 
In what heart are you going to dwell? 
Will this pure heart ascend to heaven, 

Or will it burn in fearsome hell? 

Oh my beloved, perhaps you guess, 

How I did love and love you still, 

An unforgettable princess, 

Moan of my soul, long and shrill... 
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A Dream in a Dewdrop 


[Serbia] Dragan Dragojlovic 


A dream lay upon 

the bed of grass and leaves, 
below the willow trees 
where I loved you: 

you stand naked 

in a dewdrop, 

naked as a flame 

captured for an instant. 


I extend my arms 

and the dewdrop 

grows all the bigger, 

expands into a river 

with no bridges or banks, 

into clear water I stand before 
gazing into the distance. 


013 / 


Bek HB aS 
[8 AR MEM] AMERICA, + eM At 


— Ba aE 
REST F 
Sa MY A) Sd 
FR ELEVA 2 UB: 
Sepak CE — Hi ee 
INRA VE 

HL ER Bc ET) SHE AY 
AK 


BAH EH OU 
ASG Be AB 
MK 
HREM 

BOA PRCA Fe AY 
Beak EAB LIK A 
Pe [A Ize 7 


CRIB (HAIG A) SB 65 HA) 


014 


After You Had Gone 


[Pakistan] Saamee Aejaz 


Only a little happened 

At last 

After you had gone, 

Love, fondness, faith and trust, 
Erased themselves 

From the pages of dictionary 
Of my life, in such a way 

As they never had been there. 
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An Effort 


[Pakistan] Sughra Sadaf 


The moon your face, 

The night your locks, 

Your eyes the ocean, 

Your voice the spell 

Your breath the fragrance, 
I have regarded. 

Lo! What a kind of wonder 
I have performed. 


017 / 


(EE Mra] BERL ° BRIAR 


FE A so RY Te 
FER ACA OB 
RIE (a HS HR Bs 1 TEE 
FRIED FS aE BB 
FRAIE VK HI OP I BI 
i! et AR WM At 
RETR ELTE RINE ! 


( Roza (ttFisA ) AB 69 BB) 


018 


Nature 


[Italia] Eugenio Morelli 


Pretending 

eyes of mirrors, 
masks. 

I look at the see, 
the sky, 

the sun, 
remembering 
what hand 
would paint it? 
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Untitled 


[Germany] Herbert Becher 


If I could kiss you 

I would give you a kiss. 

If you would like to stay a little, 
you would make my heart to jump. 
You would be 

in these lonely days, 

all what beautiful women are 

in my misfortune. 
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Would That I Were Plumeria 


[Pakistan] Naina Adil 


Would that I were plumeria, 

A flower clean and spotless, 

In the day would bask in the sun, 

At night ply with beams of the moon. 

I would have neither religion, 

Nor tongue, nor sect, nor customs, 

Would that I were not from descendants, 

Of Cain: the conspirators against lands 

Waters and airs, they are polluters of minds. 
Would that I were a gift for the untainted eyes, 
Free of chauvinism, patriotism and prejudice, 
Being crown of the creation, 

Instead of becoming a cause 

Of turmoil on the gorgeous planet, 

Would that I were an innocuous plumeria, 

The creation which enriches beauty of the world, 
Imparts happiness, satisfaction, sparkle, 

And inscribing a poem on the palm of breeze 
Vanishes away forever from the world. 
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From This Desk 


[Israel] Helen Bar-Lev 


From the desk at which I sit 
and bring beauty 

through these hands, 

this brush, 

onto the paper 

into the world, 

the corner of my eye 
observes the wind 

flipflop a tablecloth 


on the other side of my heart, 
a friend whose son is dying, 
a poet who had a breakdown 
during army duty, 

another who has just had 

a difficult diagnosis 


in my painting, human-free, 

the North abloom, 

mountains regal in the background, 
pine trees and peace, 

sky blue with optimism, 

ground green with eternity 
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on the radio 
a six-year-old Mozart 
is wooing my heart 


whom do I fool? 

a world in pain 

paradise so close to a hostile border 
that, if you listen, you will surely hear 
the mortar shells falling 


am I permitted the peace 
which creativity gives 
yet compassion prevents? 


I sign the painting 
a month in the making 
and hurt for the world 
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To Pretend Peace 


[Israel] Helen Bar-Lev 


Once we pretended 
there was peace 


We pulled the peace 
over our eyes 

SO as not to see 
how porous it was 


Then a whirlwind of war 
blew in from the south 
from the north 

blew out our peace 

our crops 

our forests 

our optimism 


We fled from cities 
ate bloodied eggs 
slept in strange beds 


and prayed to a god 


turned deaf 
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Vagaries 


[Romania] Nadia-Cella Pop 


In our daily vagaries 

We search the unavailable: 

Magic remedies for real wounds, 
The imaginary chain partner 

Out of our own identity, 

The slavery of the pure truths 
From the mordant challenges, 

The awful masks of the ruined puppeteers, 
The heathen cult of the ignorance 
Unleashing the tolerance, 

The reign of the rot 

That used to rule once... 

And more, more others that help us 
To bear with dignity 

This hollow of emptiness 

With which we were born, 

And we couldn’t add a thing 

To the original nothingness, 
Except a cry of disability. 
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Layer by Layer 


[Austria] Kurt F. Svatek 


You’re peeling an onion layer by layer, 
But it still stays the same 

All the way through. 

With the onion it’s so much less difficult 
Than it is with people. 


There’s no use 

In ridding yourself little by little 
Of all the unnecessary sentences, 
Of all the unnecessary words, 
Of all unnecessary thoughts. 


There’s no use 

In composing a new symphony, 

Painting a picture, writing poetry 

Or freeing a great sculpture 

From the block of stone in which it’s held captive. 


And in even staying calm 
In the face of the assailant. 
For not to forget, 

We’re all Cain’s, 

Not Abel’s descent. 
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The Sound of the Flute 


[Austria] Kurt F. Svatek 


It was March 
And that was the best month to sing. 


It was June 
And that was the best month to dance. 


It was September 
And that was the best month to play the flute. 


It was December 
And that was the best month to keep quiet. 
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The Eleventh Commandment 


[Armenia] Eduard Harents 


When you let Love go from your hand, 
give a clap to 
your soul’s weakness. 


And to forgiveness of the light that flew 
from your eaves 

give a clap— 

with palm to your cheek 

from which you tore the flute of aroma. 
Give a clap to the flute... 


One hand gives a clap too... 
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Yearning 


[Armenia] Eduard Harents 


The shadow of color 

is scaling 

the scars of day; 

walking the serenity 

of an encountered dream... 


The flower is the secret 
of pain; 

an introspective smile. 
The scion names the sin. 


Beyond personal bandages 
of prayer, 

the self-denial of a tree 

is as much bright 

as warm are the hands 

of night. 


I am freezing... your name. 
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Odyssey 


[Armenia] Eduard Harents 


We ate poetry, 

smoked silence 

with a cup of coffee, 

we got away from death 
chewing colors, 

but still we are gazing 
at the word... 
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By the Lake 
—To My Son Waid 
[UAE] Shihab Ghanem 


Each time my car passes the lake 

Where the ducks swim in the water 

Amidst the verdure, 

And I see children playing on swings 

Amongst the flowers 

Or running happily on the grass, 

Feelings of longing engulf me 

The film of memories plays back before my eyes 
All over again... 

Your eager face, brimming with joy, 

Comes to me from all directions, 

And I see your tiny fist full of pieces of bread 
As it flings them into the water. 

And as the ducks race to catch them, 

Your sweet voice calls with childlike excitement 
“Papa...kuko...Papa...kuko...” 

And the echo of your lisp sings happily, 


In unintelligible words, like the dialogue of birds... 


Suddenly you are running at full speed 
Towards the water 
Towards the ducks... 
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[run... 

And clutch your precious little body, 
And when it is firmly in my arms 

I hug it fiercely, 

And shower it with burning kisses, 
Whilst you protest with pleas about the 
“kuko”, With finger pointing to the ducks 


O Wajd, if only you knew the longing 


You would have realised that separation from loved 
ones Was fire...nay madness. 
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Epilogue to Dreams 


[Canada] Bahjat Abbas 


After closing her eyes forever, 

her Dream vanished. 

A cheerful woman disappeared from life 

had to fly to the heaven 

between the angels and stars, 

watching the earth plunged in darkness, 

and left us suffering. 

No tears she can shed anymore, 

No compassion she can offer, 

and her soul was bleeding. 

O, beautiful nightingale! Why cannot you sing 
and wander between the butterflies and flowers 
as before ? 

Is it possible you may come back? 

The endless nature that received your soul, 
pure and ablaze, spreading love and compassion 
wherever you were, is merciless. 

It deprived us from you! 

It planted the seeds of sorrow in our hearts 
growing to agonizing plants, 

with no hope to remove. 


You took the light to the heaven, 
You left us in darkness, 

Our hearts are in flame 

Our minds are confused. 
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Why has the monster chosen 

and strangled the broken-wing nightingale? 
Your chance in life ended 

our joyous life. 

Please come back to us! 

You have right to show up to our minds, 

A beautiful unforgettable memory 

will never fade! 


You have to come here, 

to hear our laments. 

Are you still there? 

Please say where you are! 

You never wanted us to be miserable 

Why do not you answer then? 

We remember your beautiful chatting and laughing, 
when the life was young and the spring was green. 
Why did you stop it? 


The frightful tolling with tones 

of mourning at midnight that 

the singing nightingale has departed 

without fulfilling her dreams, 

changed us forever and made our life different. 
Please rest in peace surrounded by angels, 

we see you in our memory and dreams. 
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Wiaam 


—To My Daughter Wiaam 
[UAE] Shihab Ghanem 


Wiaam! Oh most beautiful of my dreams! 

A palliative for my bleeding heart. 

You emerged, radiant in my life 

Like a bright moon in my darkest hours 

When the burden of life seemed unbearable 

And the years dragged on. 

Yet now it is only death I fear 

And pain is happily endured 

Because I want to live, 

To drink inspiration from the magic of your eyes, 
To behold you and nurture you, 

Protect you from unhappiness, 

A delicate, growing, smiling sapling. 

Combined in you is the brilliance of a flower 
Shining like colours in the impressionist’s art, 
And the sweet fragrance wafting from a blossom, 
Carried at dawn in the tender arms of the breeze. 
You possess the lightness and the music of birds. 
You run and play, and in my latent thoughts: 

It is my heart running and playing. 

Ah! The sweet innocence of children! 

It is a harmony composed in heaven. 

Dear Lord! Shield this child from the winds of sorrow, 
And preserve through her my heart, and my dreams. 
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Waddah 


—To My Son Waddah 
[UAE] Shihab Ghanem 


My child, your face is like the moon, 

Dictating music to my guitar, 

A tune to which the nymphs dance. 

I see you after a hard day’s toil 

With worries gripping me 

And they vanish in a flash, 

For your smiling face is like the sun 

That showers me with rays, 

And then my heart is filled with radiance... 

Purity flows from your innocent, sparkling eyes 

In a world full of treachery and lies 

And the music sings in my heart 

As if my breast is full of branches on which nightingales sing 
Tunes that fill my cup. 

And I become drunk with the nectar of the poems That fill 
my world with colours and shapes. 
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— BEF RE 
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TRAST CAS FY BR Bis VA ie es 2A FS IG 
et AR HF Wa FE ER AY Lo FA 8 
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Eye Language 


[UAE] Shihab Ghanem 


When her eyes meet mine 

I feel my heart fluttering. 

I see her face blushing with shyness 
And her cheeks flush with emotions. 
Eyelids droop with deep dark lashes 
Over lustrous eyes, 

And I feel my heart 

Bursting against my ribs. 

And I, too, shyly look away 

And do not speak the words I wished to say. 
She passes by 

Without a word between us 

Yet our silence fills the air 

Like long speeches! 
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(bal RPG] YMA + De we 
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Nourishment of the Soul 


[Brazil] Wilson de Oliveira Jasa 


Poetry is the nourishment of the soul 

which flows from the heart with emotion 

it has beauty and enchantment as well as magic 
and makes us to live with inspiration. 


It is the nourishment of the soul which irradiates, 
and feeds the thirsty of passion 

and makes it stronger night and day 

supporting the being with amplitude. 


We can live verse by verse, 
in harmony and peace with the Universe 
and feel the pleasure of selected love. 


Love Poetry has noble value 


it is the strength of the Poet’s soul 
which feeds the body and the soul completely. 
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Your Eyes 


[UAE] Shihab Ghanem 


Your eyes store the magic of supreme beauty 

And in front of beauty I always feel enslaved. 

Your eyes have a sparkle that snatches my vision 

Like lightning in the deep darkness. 

Your eyes are enigmas that I long to solve, 

Gleaming beneath eyelashes and half-closed lids. 

Your eyes have a warmth, nay a fire in which I melt 
Tell me how such a flame could emanate from water! 
Oh! Lady with such sweet eyes, be not so harsh on one 
Who is drunk with the nectar of your eyes, like a limpid soul 
Who finds in your eyes the cup of death so sweet, 
From which of those two eyes must then he drink? 

I am like a butterfly for which a flame spells death 

But undeterred, still wings towards that flame 

Have pity! For in your eyes I fly so high 

Yet in them too I drown so deep! 
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(ba Rea] BMRA + De ae 
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Gifts of a Poet 


[UAE] Shihab Ghanem 


Do not lay around my heart a siege 

Let it sing out its tunes and poems 

For it is like a butterfly 

That would perish 

Were it denied the nectar from the flowers... 

For it is like a rose in a garden, 

Refreshed by the dewdrops, 

Presenting its fragrance generously to passersby... 
It is like a nightingale 

Each dawn of day, 

Its sensuous notes filling the air... 

For it is like a guitar 

That strums each time a lovely maiden passes. 
Let it present those maidens with its tunes 

For you alone can have both music and instrument. 
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Miusie of the Thunder 


[India] N. V. Subbaraman 


Music of the thunder is sweet 

To our ears indeed a great treat! 

Rhyme and rhythm, you can find and hear 
Evanescence of life seen here! 

Early in the morning a joy 

In the nature’s hand a nice toy! 

Withered trees, parched land scene of woe 
Starved people, dying cattle — oh! 

Nature played music of thunder 
Accompanied by great wonder! 

Streak of lightning, lashings of rain 
Swelling of streams and rivers main! 
Melody of thunder and rain 

Great reliever of farmers’ pain! 

Sans water the world exists not 

All living beings on earth rot! 

Thunder hurts me not, nor a threat 

Indeed a music—nature’s pet! 

I love nature, I love thunder 

What a great nature-made wonder! 
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[EVE] Ne V+ PES 
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Butterflies and Roses 


[UAE] Shihab Ghanem 


It is a butterfly that mastered the art of love 
Fluttering its wings, circling over the hillocks. 
Roses listen to its sweet talk attentively, 
Swallowing its whispers as it flies, 

For roses are like maidens in their habits— 
Whispers in their ears intoxicate them. 

It mumbles into the ear of a rose 

The petals radiate with rosiness and fragrance 
And suddenly they are embraced in a kiss 

Each of them drunk in the arms of its lover. 

But when the nectar has quenched its fire 

It flies away looking for a new lover. 

How many a dewdrop has trickled down the cheek of a rose 
Her heart weeping at the infidelity of a butterfly. 
It is a lesson for maidens 

If only warnings could avail in love! 
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(bil Rea] NMA + De ee 
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Infusion 


[UAE] Shihab Ghanem 


When you became a part of my life 

That part became the whole 

...And you have become myself! 

Do not think me mad 

Raving deliriously... 

True, we have two separate forms, 

Divided by seas and deserts 

True, my features are rugged 

Whilst your face boasts the prettiest of contours 
Yet you are here... 

Inside me 

In the beat of my heart 

In the pulsations of my arteries 

And the sighs within my breath. 

For Iam you 

Since I have become inhabited by this magic, 
Like poetry inhabits words. 
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(bal Rea] NMA + De ae 
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Whispering 


[UAE] Shihab Ghanem 


She came in the middle of the night, 
Whispering magic into my ears. 

She appeared before me like confused dreams, 
Driving away sleep from my eyelids 

She said I have brought poetry 

So wake up 

Let’s draw out the brilliant words of a poem. 
But I do not stir at all 

O my muse! 

Have consideration for a lover 

Who is no longer young 

Who still delights in your beautiful face 

For though alive, his fire is dead 

Allow him to enjoy his sleep. 
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(hal Rea] YMA + De ee 
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Pulsation 


[UAE] Shihab Ghanem 


For you, and you alone, my love 

I’ve woven lines of gold and fragrance. 

Who else could share the verses from my soul 
When only you can stir my pounding heart 

I come to you, holding within my hands 

A world transported by your charm, 
Sprinkling my ardent love into your palms 
Like precious stones, sparkling with light. 
They say the inspiration of romantic verse 
Belongs to bygone days. If what they say is true 
Then you, my love embody what is lost. 
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[ba Rea] UNM A + De ee 
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The Seasons of Life 


[UAE] Shihab Ghanem 


Do not say to me that youth has gone and is lost. 
Perhaps what is coming will be sweeter. 

Youth is full of impulsiveness and rashness 

Whilst middle age overflows with wisdom and maturity. 
Tell him he who bemoans the departure of youth before 
he has grown old 

For fear that it would leave him. 

Hold on; wasn’t childhood full of fun 

Ah! Would that we could return a child 

Wasn't the dawn of youth full of love? 

When your dream-girl bestowed upon you her smile. 
Yet every season of life holds its magic, 

So enjoy life in all its seasons! 
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As Still as a Broom 


[USA] Stanley Barkan 


Love as still as a broom 
leaning against a fireplace. 


All the carpets swept, 
all the ashes grated. 


And the candles burned 
down to the black wires. 


And the windows frosted 
starless, moonless. 


No shoes under the bed, 
no towel on the floor. 


Only the crease in the pillow 
and a smell I can’t remember. 
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This Morning 


[Brazil] lrenice Martins 


I woke up with my love by my side. 
I felt a delight 


Your breath 
the scent of herbs 
invading my window. 


With body on fire 

I was taken by his arms 
when the sun 

was burning in 

the crack of the door. 


Delicia be loved 


in the early hours 
day. 
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Free in Prison 


[Brazil] Irenice Martins 


Long live freedom 
the feeling of a sheet 
wandering in the air 
when I was seduced 
by a soft voice 
burning in the heart. 


Suddenly 

I saw me in your arms 
and everything turned 

I was chained in that love. 


in coexistence 

I met true love. 
emotions 
become wars 

I asked for peace. 


For questions of roads 
I decided from a stop 
in a relationship 

it was not furgaz. 
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Bleeding Heart 


[Tunis] Olfa Philo 


Now that the arm-wrestling game between 
your roaring devil and my silent devil is over, 
my soul is missing yours... 


Now that I have taken a vacation from 
your occasional storms 

your thunder’s rumbling 

your lightning’s flash 

your torrential downpour 

your ravaging tornado 

your volcano’s lava 

my heart started beating again for yours... 


Now that the scars inflicted by devils started to heal, 
the scar of your love proved to resist all medicine... 


Now that my long buried wrath is exorcised and given 
flesh in words, 


my mind suddenly recalled your sunny sky... 


Now that our bodies are oceans apart, 
Mr. Voidness has not ceased to court me day and night... 


Now that sly wolves and poisonous snakes are playing around, 
my heart proudly declared its immunity to all infections... 
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Now that freezing winter has become my only season, 
I missed our emblematic spring... 


Now that sorrow has become my feeding mother, 
I knew that life and death lie in the heart... 


Now that your offspring bear your indelible mark 
I knew that past, present and future are but one... 


083 / 


BESRUK STH A ALLS Be BME — 
PUPAL BA TRAE BRE 


EMRE ELS ROB ISB NY BER 
SORTA th FUSE PAE Et 


EIR OR I FPSO TOR ASTER BRAY EV ic 
PRAT 2. CEA ASK MABE th 


CRF (HANSA) BSS 84 HB) 


084 


Unblessed Blessing 


[Slovakia] Karoly Fellinger 


Julie seems to find mixed metaphors 

in John’s poem and she gives utterance 
to her discovery, hanging on the breast 
of knowledge, on a press-button 

that can be turned on and off is certainly 
a tough thing, no wonder that 

an absolute calmness or delight 

fills Julie’s heart, we can perfectly see it 
from here, she goes on quoting 

Attila Jozsef, that I’m angry for you and not 
with you, but this sounds to John as if 
she was suggesting to become friends, 
however, love-making is still to come. 
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Motions 


[Czech] Michal Brzak 


I have doubts 
When my pen on the paper 
Gently slides 


Switch off the lamp 
This way I may write through to 
The lyrics 


Clearly 
the paper is giving birth... 
To the verse(s) 


Maybe 


Someone may recognise you 
When glimpsing these verses 
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Size 40 

[Czech] Michal Brzak 

I will wait easily for 10 years 
Before you grow up your Forties 


For your flavour, voice and breath 
Today I foster you in my dreams 
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[tae] BEAT AR + ALTE 
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Naked 


[Czech] Michal Brzak 


Naked 
You are 
Beautiful 
Always 
Forever 
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Star 


[Czech] Michal Brzak 


You'll be sitting 

Next to me 

On your beautiful butt 
I adore 

You will shine 

You shine! 

Don’t say anything 
Or...talk... 

But mainly 

Do not leave anywhere 
Be by my side 

Stay by me 

Forever 
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[dae] BERT AR + AFLGE 


VRS As 
AA A 

FAG Bt EN 
IBRE 
TRE A 
URL TE AME 
MN BEBUTA 
MGA 
THe 

AN BETA FF 
WER AI 
er a FR, 
TKI 


CRRizetT (AA) 58 89 HB) 


094 


Dreaming 


[Czech] Michal Brzak 


I’m kissing you to your dream 
Perhaps I will also fall into sleep 
But for now I am awake 

And daydreaming of you 

In my dream 

I marvel at you 

That the life with you 

Is like a dream within the dream 
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[tae] BEATA + AFLGE 
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And When Pm Lonely 


[Tunisia] Sassi Fathi 


And when I’m lonely; 

I open at the poem’s door thousands of windows, 

And make my shadow on the outstanding mirrors, 

in the eyelid of a mysterious wave. 

With a smile valid for life, 

because the dominant worry of the breed flirts with me, 
to establish the dream’s law in the forgotten streets. 
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As a Night 


[Tunisia] Sassi Fathi 


She hasn’t left... 

But she reproaches her toothbrush for crying, 

And for the time glasses, 

She arranged her face from the features of absence, 
Afraid of leaving her memory on the table; 

Love is lying on a sofa made from the moon cough... 
She said... 

Who has planted a cloud in the night of my loneliness? 
So it rained a volley of questions on my body 

The violins which are listening to the dusk of my loneliness, 
Are washing by the wine of your colors, 

Then to be combed overtly from my waiting waist; 
Only absence... 


Kisses you, to forget your face on a cloud, 

And you leave as if you have an appointment 

With the most beautiful losses, 

Perhaps you are preparing an everlasting rest, 

For a forthcoming appointment... 

You carry the burden of absence, and on your shoulder; 
a tattoo lost the key of its failure on poem lips, 

Like a star broke out in sweat in a moment of shame 
Why you learn an exile song by heart like poetry? 
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And you scream: 

Hey...Rose, you perfumed the way of our loneliness 
And gave us the lily of seduction 

I’ll wear a tree, and wave with branches to all the 
stars To turn green the stone face... 


And the water laughs at the whinny of the story, 
I...] try to perceive your beautiful night 

But I have not succeeded to wear your absence, So 
don’t dwell in my body. 
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The Clouds 


[Tunisia] Sassi Fathi 


The clouds don’t care about a face; 

that climbs up like water, 

and what remains for the travel icon alone , 

in the veins of roses!! 

And contemplating in the courting to the shadow, 
as an evening talk. 
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Alice 


[USA] Nancy Cavers Dougherty 


Her sapphire eyes want to tell you 
where she has traveled 

but you are not ready to know 

the names of her multiple selves 


Where she has traveled 

over continents of ice and tundra 
the names of her multiple selves 
the white of her days 


Over continents ice and tundra 
ever so tenderly in words 

the white of her days 

black centers of daisies quiver 


Ever so tenderly in words 

her hands trace the air 

black centers of daisies quiver 
she sips her jasmine tea 


Hands trace the air in circles 
but you are not ready to know 
she sips her jasmine tea 

but her eyes want to drink you 
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Wb SK Aa AA AS 

45 ith AY) OER AEE a — 0 TTS 
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I Fell in Love with a Song-Woman 


[Kyrgyzstan] Rahim Karim 


I fell in love with a beautiful song, 
In song-woman: singing. 
Stupefied vociferous, 

With me a waltz dancing. 


I fell in love with a beautiful song, 
So words charming. 

In his tender and darling, 

Like a kiss on the lips. 


I fell in love with a beautiful song, 
My soul is so intoxicating. 

In that tune, oh, so passionate, 
Like a bell ringing. 


I fell in love with a heartfelt song, 
And in love, captivating yourself. 
In the song-woman, so sinless, 

In words, gentle, elegant... 
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[Re serdar ah + ALA 


Re ES ASEAN AY 
FEN IE FE HS DK HB 
fei ME ri Het A AE 
PAR Ba oF HE 


BE BRAY 

Aap el WO HEE wD 
FEA TAG AE ee HA 
ATES EW 


FR EASE AY) HH 
BRN R BRAS FS EI AE 
FE FS PAZ Sot A) Hed FL 

BEM FF [Bl 


Re SSA eK 
FE Re CR CU 
PKK, WEARS TCHR 
mA TM CAE 


CRE (RA) 58 96 BB ) 
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A Danee of Bullets 


[Saudi Arabia] Raed Anis Al-Jishi 


If out of passion I strained my heart, 
it doesn’t matter. 

You crossed each alley 

of my inner streets— 

mirrored the dream 

running through my veins, 

and from my garden, 

plucked, 

the love grown 

from a pear tree. 


If I offer you roses 

distilled from my blood 

and if, in your honor 

I play the anthem of salvation 
with my heart’s beats, 

it doesn’t matter. 


Home, 

it doesn’t matter. 

It doesn’t matter if 

all you could offer me is 
a dance of bullets. 
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[POE Ba H(A] Bayes + BZ KET + Bal AR + FT 


IRA At, BH SA Cb 


FIFRA ITA 

UKE Bob PETE NY 
BEEF 
WREAK M Be 46 bel 
Hrs F BG A Hak AEE 
W\— PRES E 

tid F 


ait 


WM RRA 

FH PR LAE A A EB 
WRAL VK 

RUA Hw 
HAZ RUBE EK) BE BK 
ABEL ALITA 


ean 
WA, UR 

Ui ITAA PLL BRI AL AE 
FHT OR 
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Wedding 


[USA] Hala Alyan 


I mourn myself before you. Scattering insect 
wings in the starlight. Once, I met myself 
with scissors, threaded paper 

across branches in lightning storms. 

I sang for vessels, a hunter’s moon. 

To you, I give the urchin heart 

of this sleeping city. 


The tamr my prophet shook from palm trees, 
fruit falling soft as styrofoam rain. 

Love is the abundant pyre 

assembled for gods. Darling, 

you are the alarming flicker of glass in a 
jade forest. The moonlight 

no hands can cup. 
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[Sel] tebe > Bi RH 


FMR A. FEE 
HM ELH G. ZS, FRHE Bl) 
Bf Te HL ACH AY Lae 

BB TIARA, RBTAK 
RAKATHNE, ASE A A st 
ZRF UR, FREY 3 PA HERZ SAY 
THAAD o 


BRI TERM LE Hee 
FE UL EL BK AR 
BN Fe AIAN ARI TM SAY 
THAIN KSEE. TRAIN, 

URE RA PR PB 2 ACH A 
RMN. BAF 
REPO ECA A It» 


CRIB (HAGA) SB 97 HA) 
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im fe ic 


POSTSCRIPT 


AC SRA VER ARREST CHR EAD CA 
(EI ieeKa)) 38 61-97 HH ie, SEA 50 RA 
Me, FAIR CE Sa tae TE ACR BY FFI UR HE 

ARPES FREER, TE SO EK, RAT Nh 
(HARAD NRRRSA= AAS eS LIAR HAR 
Soap, FERRE TR IE RR “tel es PER” 
Z— oH PRAD BA, MUET SARE PKR ESR, 
Ate LA RR URE, SPREE AUT ZA 
TIBIA, FOP RH AR bt aA 

PRY ei, Bie RE TEARS SE PEP Bese LH 50 AR ET 
Si ALC. FETA PERE ZS, i UAB SPB 
KF BZA ESR RE” RAE SCE 
yal” FG, TRI MB AB, pe 
a EW. SB. OAM. Al, As Piensa TK 
— a, AAI AR EP A, LL 
RSH RR FMA. Fb, AAT JL S28 JL 
I , BUA SRM SERIA, (AR AZ TA 
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BE TRIA CLEA Ta Ro, RELEASE AUD RAE — FF 
DEBRA WK TPG Fe, FEE IEE ATS Be 


FER I, AMTRAK, VASE TS PE 
fet, (Ee tEpa AT TH, DEES BUS 
HECK T BRINE A o 


HOBBS 
We SB 


YEARS, HES SADE HF TE, BTV EY 
JER RSe, TN we, ACA 2 At, DAS 


AN BIE ASCE EI ORS ACHE EL) EE RLS LE 


ERE, ARI AR RB Bb ASCP, CERES TE EAH 


Ho FE 


ATF TE tL 23 PBN SS FEE TE CT | PR 


TH, PRP Sae WHE SCP AS AE AT EE TE 
hits Hh SHARE 


BAS 


Sy 


116 


